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"Well, son, how does it feel to be 
thirteen?" 

Teddy Conlon looked up from his- 
dish of oatmeat and smiled at Dad who 
had just come into the cheery'kitchen, 
"Not a bit diff'rent than bein' twelve," 
he said. 

" Mother sat down at the end of the 
table and Teddy saw that a faint frown 
was creasing her forehead. Suddenly, 
his oatmeal was tasteless. When 
Mother looked like that, something 
was wrong. Apparently Dad sensed it, 
too, because he stopped eating and 
looked at her. 

"Don't you feel well, # Dolly?" he 
asked. 

"Yes." She spooned sugar into her 
coffee. 

. Dad leaned both elbows on the 
table. "Dolly, please tell me what's 
wrong." 

"Very well. I want to leave Big 
Drum — go to a city — " 

"What?" Dad and Teddy exclaimed 
together. Dad continued: "I thought 
you liked livin' here, Dolly. You never 
said ..." 

"I know I didn't/' Mother inter- 
rupted. "And it was all right while 
Teddy was little. But he's growing up. 
He needs things he can't get in this 
jumping-off place at the edge of no- 
where." 

"Big . Drum's an up-an'-comin' 
town," said Dad. "In a few years — " 

Once more Mother interrupted. "By 
that time, Teddy's character will be set 
— in crude lines like this town. I don't 
want that for him. I want him to have 
education . . .culture , . „" Her voice 
trailed away. 

'There'll be plenty o' both in' Big 



Drum before long," said Dad confi- 
dently. "Now that the railroad's come 
an' the telephone, you'll be surprised 
how quickly we'll all get educated an' 
cultured." 

Mother raised her eyebrows. "All the 
railroad does is bring in more undesir- 
ables — faster. And the telephone! I've 
nearly' gone crazy since you installed 
ours last week. Between its everlasting 
ringing and Teddy's listening-in on 
other-folks' conversations every time 
he gets a chance, I wish the dratted 
thing had never been invented !" 

Dad looked reprovingly at Teddy. "It 
isn't nice to eavesdrop, son." 

"I — uh — know it," Teddy stam- 
mered, "but the phone's so new an' — 
well, sorta mysterious, 1 can't seem to 
stay away from it . , . but I'll try. Hon- 
est, I will!" 

"If you don't," said Dad, pushing 
back his chair and standing up, "I may 
have to order it taken out. An' I 
wouldn't like that. I'm countin' on its 
bein' mighty handy in my business." 

Mother looked somewhat contemptu- 
ous. "1 suppose if a crook robs the bank, 
he'll telephone you about it so you can 
get after him all the sooner." 

"Don't reckon I'll answer that, 
Dolly." Dad finished buckling his. gun 
belt and started toward the back door. 
"Teddy's birthday doesn't -seem the 
right time for wranglin'." 

"Of course, it isn't!" Mother divided 
an apologetic smile between Teddy and 
Dad. "I'm sorry." 

Dad came back across the kitchen 
and. scooped her up into his arms, 
"That's okay, Dolly. An' don't you wor- 
ry about the education Teddy's gettin'. 
here in Big Drum. He's lee mm' to 



think for himself, to be independent 
and to act in a split second. Those are 
mighty important lessons and it takes 
a frontier town to teach 'em," He 
dropped a light kiss on the top of her 
head and grinned at Teddy. "See you 
folks at five. An' you'd better both 
have on your best duds. It isn't every 
day Teddy Conlon has a birthday an' 
the Conlon family eats at the Mansion 
House." 

"We'll do you proud," said Mother 
as Dad opened the back door. "Teddy's 
got a new jacket and I'm walking over 
to Mrs. Hill's at three for the new dress 
she's finishing for me." 

After Mother left the house, shortly 
before three, Teddy decided to take a 
bath. He lugged the big galvanized 
washtub in from the shed and put it in 
the middle of his bedroom floor. Then 
he partly filled it with hot water 
from the stove reservoir. By the time 
he was undressed, the water should be 
cool. He laid out his clean clothes and 
had stripped to his underwear when 
the telephone rang. Three long, two 
short. Walt Johnson's number. Walt 
was Dad's deputy; he didn't go on duty 
fill evening. The phone rang again. 
The sound seemed urgent. Moybe 
something was up. He-hurried into the 
hall. If he listened just long enough to 
see who was talking ... He lifted the 
receiver carefully, put it to his ear. 

"Hello? This is Walt Johnson." 

"Walt! Get down here fast!" That 
was Dad's voice. 'The bank's been 
robbed." 

"When? Who?" 

■Ten minutes ago, The crook 
couldn't get to his horse. He vamoosed 
on foot. Headed up the street. From 
the description, it's Scar Gratton. 
Me..." 

Gently Teddy replaced the receiver. 
Not because he did not want to hear 
more but because he had caught the 
squeak of the kitchen door opening. 
And now footsteps were crossing the 
kitchen, coming his way. He went to 
meet them. Somehow he knew the in- 
truder was Scar Gratton even before 
he saw htm. 

"Git on some clothes, pronto/' 



barked Scar, backing up his words 
with a gesture of his six-gun. "I'm tak- 
in' yuh with me so's yore ofd man won't 
be so all-fired anxious tuh shoot me 
down if he spots me." He waved the 
gun again. "Move!" 

Teddy turned into the bedroom. 
"Okay! My clothes are in here." 

Scar was right behind him as he en- 
tered the room. "No tricks now. I — " 

Teddy moved fast. He jumped to 
one side and, before Scar knew what 
was happening, shoved the big man in- 
to the tub of hot water. As Scar fell, 
his finger pressed the gun's trigger. 
The bullet sped through the window, 
shattering it and bringing Dad and the 
posse, that was scouring the town, on 
the double. 

That night at the Mansion House, 
Dad raised his glass of sweet cider and 
smiled at Mother and Teddy. "Here's 
to you, son," he said a little chok- 
edly. "Maybe you won't grow up to be 
the fancy gentleman your Mother's got 
her heart set on but — " 

Mother interrupted. 'That doesn't 
seem to matter any more, Frank." Her 
voice was a little choked, too. 'Teddy 
is a MAN, and, like you said earlier, 
I'm convinced it's living here in Big 
Drum that's made him one!" 

Teddy felt warm deep inside. It 
looked as if he'd grow up in Big Drum 
after all. And as if the telephone 
.would be a permanent fixture in the 
Conlon home. 
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